78            CONFESSIONS  OF AN  ETONIAN,
the silence of night was dispersed by the awful
crashing and jingling of apparently a hundred
panes of glass! Both legs and half of his body
had passed directly through the window below.
We had conjectured that there had been no
window, but here was that of the unlucky
laundry. The instant he had reascended, I
coiled up the ladder, and retreating with it to
my room, threw it under my bureau and jumped
into bed, instantly expecting the whole house
to be in an uproar, though, as it turned out, no
one was awoke by the clatter. The following
morning, the effects were merely attributed to
the attempts of some villains to break into the
house, instead of out of it.
I had now to set about and devise some other
mode of egress. The place I next fixed on for
this purpose was my own window. Should I
succeed, detection would be almost impossible,
every suspicion being lulled, in consequence of
the apparent difficulties for such an attempt.
In addition to the bars, there was a wire grat-
ing in front of the window, which, moreover,
was at the top of the house; but., then, the
two windows beneath it had been economically
bricked up? in order to avoid an accumulation
of the window-tax. By knotching a breakfast-
knife veiy finely, I managed to pass it beneath
the fiat piece of iron in which the bar termi-
nated, and then to saw in two one of the nails